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Rodrigo Granda, known as vq ie 


Phaneinthymos, encapsulates a blend of 
! diverse passions and pursuite, ; 
' embodying the roles of a bibliophile, » 
== digital artist, creative writer, and 
«= transhumanist. Here’s an expanded 
wa look at these aspects of his identity: 


“ Bibliophile: Rodrigo Granda's deep love | 
for books and literature reflects a | 
commitment to intellectual growth and 
“a perpetual quest for knowledge. This 
s. Passion not only enriches his personal 
life but also profoundly influences his 
creative outputs, providing a wealth of 
inspiration and a deep well of ideas 
drawn from various literary genres and 
traditions. 


i 
Digital Artist: As a digital artist, Granda 
explores the intersection of technology [RRiiwerec erent 
and art, utilizing modern tools to create [RRM Pereaitorercoencen: 
visually compelling works. His artistry mbodying the roles of a Bibliophile 
likely spans various forms, including  [ajagceu : 
digital paintings, illustrations, and [gpa@RESi 
possibly multimedia projects. This role 
allows him to express his creativity in 
ways that are contemporary and 
innovative, pushing the boundaries of 
— traditional art forms. 
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The Memory of Dreams - The 
End of the Holidays 


ym” “But these are just holidays,” said 
¥4 Mrs Wimmler at last. 


“Just some extended holidays,” Mr 
Wimmler agreed, while the others 
remained silent, staring intently at 
the ground. 


The large car, its engine growling 
deeply, moved through the valley, 
preparing to roll across the flat 
expanse of the Andes mountain 
range. The vehicle’s shiny chrome 
glistened like a heliograph under 
the last rays of the sun as it 
descended once more from Osorno 
to Puerto Varas, headed towards 
Lake Llanquihue. 


In many parts of the world, 
November is the month of the dead, 
and on All Saints’ Day, during that 
time, the flowers of death guide us 
as we pay our respects to Great 
Uncle Adolfo. It was the last time I 
saw my mother choosing flowers 
for a funeral. 


Red roses are often used in funerals; 
they symbolise love and respect, ° 
making them a suitable choice § 
when the deceased was a close 8 
loved one or life companion. Lilies } 
are elegant and delicate flowers, - 
symbolising the innocence of the § 
eternal soul. White lilies convey 
serenity and peace, and they are | 
often chosen to honour the 
departed. White chrysanthemums } 
are one of the most traditional § 
flowers used at funerals, > 
representing mourning and respect | 
for the dead. These flowers express 
the wish for eternal peace and | 
recognise a life well-lived. White | 
orchids, graceful and appropriate | 
for funerals, symbolise beauty, 
purity, and tranquillity. 


I stepped out of the car with the 
help of my nanny, Mitra, who 
carefully placed the flowers in the 
shape of a swastika on the grave, 
interspersing them with candles. 
Horse-mounted bandits had ridden # 
through the bright yellow flowers of 
the dead three hours earlier. Now, 
at the edge of the ravine, as the 
darkness swiftly settled, we could 
see the faint glow of candles 
celebrating death. 


4 The seven Totenkopf riders 
“ stood motionless and silent on 
_ their horses. Some time before, 
they had galloped to a point 
directly below the grave, 
| dismounted abruptly, and 
felled a tree across the road. 
Now, they watched in complete 
silence as the battered road lay 
before them, while the German 
car turned and disappeared 
into the distance. 


One of them dropped the end of 
a cigarette, and a horse, 
§ scratching the cemetery’s dusty 
ground with its hoof, moved its 
large head before falling still. 
Then, once again, the heavy 
sound of the *Hitler Youth 
Fanfare Trumpet* echoed. They 
m@had not ceased since the 
Totenkopf riders began their 
f journey on this Day of the Dead. 
|The Reichsfiihrer stood for 
hours, waiting for their turn to 
4 sound the fanfare in honour of 
wee “Der Opa.” They knew that if 

a they played long and hard 
me enough for our dead, the 
Fuhrer would look upon them 
| with pride. 
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The Memory of Dreams —- The White 
Cloud 


"That’s right," said Great-Great-Grandfather 
Adagny. 


"Then we can really toast to the scientific 
attitude," added Mr. Wimmler, taking a sip of 
his drink. 


"I don’t see," Walter quickly interjected, "how 
we can reconcile the bourgeois concern for 
money with the scientific attitude." 


"Yes," said Mrs. Wimmler with a smile, "you’ve 
overdrawn your account again, Walter." 


Walter fell silent. He had tried to elevate the 
conversation, but once again had run into his 
mother’s compulsive pattern. There’s only so 
much pressure you can exert against an 
authority figure without creating a block in your 
own subconscious. He didn’t particularly care 
for or against the upper class; he was simply 
trying to elevate his parents to a position of 
objectivity so they could define their place in 
society. This would not only bring them the 
benefits of better interpersonal relationships, 
but also a complete rejection of the Cold War 
attitude they seemed to be falling into. 


Mrs. Wimmler, guessing but showing no interest, 
said, "I don’t suppose your last cheque went to 
pay for the new fog lights on the 1979 Mercedes- 
Benz 230 G (short wheelbase), did it?" 


"Susana has enough money of her own, and she 
doesn’t care as much as you do. Besides," Walter 
added desperately, "her bourgeois morals 
wouldn’t allow them to accept money from a 
former Argentine showgirl. And besides," he 
continued, "Susana’s car is new. She retired 
from the Maipo Theatre, the Comic Theatre, and 
the National Theatre years ago." 


"Ah," Mrs. Wimmler sighed, "what a pity. It’s the 
only car that ever worked well for you, and the 
only one whose name I know, aside from the 
ones the rest of the family make. But I find it 
hard to get into the car of a dancer from the 
music-hall scene dominated by pheasant 
feathers, grand staircases, skimpy costumes, 
and glamour. Still," she said in her quiet voice as 
she knitted, "the adverts say it has many 
interesting features besides taking off her 
clothes." 


"I don’t want to talk to you about interesting 
features or get metaphysical with you," Walter 
said to Great-Great-Grandfather Adagny. "It 
would probably annoy you, so let’s just say ’m 
getting extrasensory.” 


Walter hesitated, 
then relaxed into the 
heavy human-leather 
chaise longue, 
distancing himself 
from all of them 
before saying it: 


"I’ve just smoked 
marijuana, and I see 
an evil cloud rising in 
the sky, not in the 
shape of a horse, but 
rather like a giant 
white frog...“ 


Walter lost control of his drink, and it ended up 
soaking the red seat. 


"The car didn’t give any noticeable jolt," said 
Great-Great-Grandfather Adagny. "You know, 
sometimes the therapist digs for months, trying 
to reach a key that triggers an emotional 
response worth exploring. Dr Wolfgang Gerhard 
tried to shorten this process by urging Walter, 
the patient, to give up all sexual pleasure and 
reduce the time he spent on personal grooming. 
He even suggested cutting down on food and 
drink during the therapy period. He believed 
that, by doing this, he could intensify the 
therapeutic hour. Soon, however, he realised 
that the reaction he was observing wasn’t the 
repression he was trying to explore... liberate, I 
suppose, is a better word. Now, a true student 
would find your reaction interesting when I said 
that it wasn’t so much a horse, but that the great 
shadow resembled more of a giant white frog..." 


"A rack of lamb ribs." 
"Yes, ask your mother for it." 
"Shut up," his mother said. 


The car began to turn in a wide circle. Once it 
completed the turn, it was going in the opposite 
direction; we were heading back to San Carlos 
de Bariloche. Mr Wimmler picked up the 
intercom and spoke to the Commander of the 
Totenkopf, his words sharp and quick. When he 
finished, we were still headed towards El Tepual 
International Airport. 


"Walter says he’s willing to hitchhike back to 
Osorno; he’s desperate to go off and get high 
with Susana, the cabaret dancer," said Mr 
Wimmuler to the others. 


No one said anything. They were all staring at 
their shoes. Every now and then, Walter would 
experience a slight jerk that made him stop, his 
muscles tensing as we walked through the 
cemetery, while the car descended through a 
steep valley, under compression. 


"Walter said you can’t run away from anything. 
Up there, he doesn’t get the chance to talk, so he 
thinks. He believes he thinks too much, being 
alone up there, but this is what he believes: 
we’re getting nowhere, and we’ll never get 
anywhere, because you can’t run away from 
anything, at all." 


Mr Wimmler looked annoyed and thoughtful, 
staring at the back of Great-Great-Grandfather 
Adagny’s neck as he kept driving in the wrong 
direction. He was about to give an order, but 
someone touched his hand, and he stopped. The 
car swerved sharply to the right, but we all 
remained silent. 


‘I’m sorry,’ Walter said from his corner, ‘but I 
can’t accept it without seeing the whole picture. 
Everyone’s trying to fit me into this little image, 
but I can’t understand it without the big 
Darwinian panorama. Or am I sounding old- 
fashioned?’ he asked, turning to Great- 
Grandfather Adagny. 


‘No,’ Great-Grandfather Adagny replied, 
surprised. ‘No, you sound... well, you are... how 
would you put it? You’re completely progressive- 
minded. Yow’re entitled to the whole picture, of 
course, the big picture.’ 


‘I mean, maybe my memory of Freud’s thesis is a 
bit rusty,’ Walter said seriously, taking the 
cigarette from his mouth. ‘I mean, but he did 
make comments about paleontology, didn’t he? 
He said he couldn’t understand, given the 
validity of the death instinct, how some species 
could have survived almost indefinitely. In 
short,’ he said, ‘Freud saw within the human 
being two powerful drives: the life instinct, 
which is mostly related to libido, Susana is my 
libido, and the death instinct, although I don’t 
consider my cocaine addiction as something that 
invokes death...’ 


‘That’s mostly related to death,’ Mr. Wimmler 
added. 


‘No,’ Walter corrected. ‘The human being 
inhibits himself to balance these instinctual 
drives. If he fails or succeeds, anxiety occurs 
along with fears... a fear of losing a part of 
himself, not necessarily just his sex, according 
to Karen Horney’s theory.’ 


‘Not just what, dear?’ Mrs. Wimmler asked 
cautiously. 


‘I was speaking scientifically, Mother,’ Walter 
said, exasperated. ‘I was referring to Karen 
Horney’s expansion on Freud’s limited ideas.’ 


‘Oh, I thought you were referring to sex,’ said 
Mrs. Wimmler. 


‘Look at Mom talking about sex,’ Walter said, 
beaming. ‘Isn’t that sensational?’ 


‘We just want Susana to give us back the money 
for the new fog lights on the Mercedes-Benz 230 
G,’ Mrs. Wimmler said firmly. 


‘Do you side with Horney or Freud?’ Walter 
asked Great-Grandfather Adagny, excited. 


‘With both, I knew them both,’ said Great- 
Grandfather Adagny. 


‘So you’re on the front lines. Cocaine as we know 
it today was first isolated in 1859 by the German 
chemist Albert Niemann. It wasn’t until the 
1880s that it began to become popular among 
the medical community. Back then, a young 
Sigmund Freud had just graduated as a doctor,’ 
Walter said enthusiastically. 


‘Of course, Freud suggested the therapeutic use 
of cocaine as a stimulant, for digestive disorders, 
for the treatment of morphine and alcohol 
addiction, for asthma, even as an aphrodisiac or 
anesthetic,’ Great-Grandfather Adagny said 
seriously. 


‘Look at him,’ Walter said, tilting his head back. 
‘Isn’t that sensational, Mother? I mean, he 
seems like such a boring fossil and then he 
surprises you with such a current family story.’ 


A Journey into Uncertainty 


The atmosphere in the car was tense, more like a 
poker game than casual conversation. "Susana 
doesn’t think it’s wise to drink while driving," 
remarked Mr. Wimmler, watching the 
Tatarabuelo Adagny closely as he sat behind the 
wheel. "And he’s been driving in silence for the 
past hour, as if he’s taking us to that country 
from which no one returns." 


"Susana tested my father on Johann Wolfgang 
von Goethe," Walter quickly interjected. "He 
usually recites poetry on these long trips, but 
since we got into the car, he’s been quiet. I 
suppose you’ve studied Friedrich Schiller," 
Walter said, turning to Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard. 
"Friedrich Schiller, of course. You probably 
think Heinrich Heine is just an eccentric, or 
perhaps, you’re all about Thomas Mann." 


"I’m listening," replied Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard. 


The elegant car moved heavily over the uneven 
terrain, so everyone clutched their drinks close 
to their bodies to prevent any spills. "To the 
scientific attitude!" Mr. Wimmler exclaimed, 
raising his glass towards Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard. 
"Organised religions have their issues with me," 
he added, "so Ill drink to the scientific attitude." 


"Scientific attitudes are always ready," said Dr. 
Wolfgang Gerhard. 


"Even if I’m wealthy thanks to 
Nationalsozialismus?" Mr. Wimmler replied. 


"Precisely because of that." 


"Organised religion won’t let me in," said Mr. 
Wimmler in a sober tone. "Unless, of course, I 
compete with a camel to pass through the eye of 
a needle. My wealth is merely a by-product of my 
work, and I can continue working efficiently 
because of it. If someone can use my money to 
create more work than I can, they’re welcome to 
it, but I refuse to..." 


"Ehemann, don’t bore the gentleman," Mrs. 
Wimmler interjected coolly. "A scientific man 
has his problems, but money isn’t one of them." 


"But it is," replied Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard. 


"Do you mean to say you also have some sacred 
land, some graveyard you need to pilgrimage 
to?" Mr. Wimmler asked, somewhat sceptically. 


"Indeed," said Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard. "We have 
expeditions awaiting." 


"And where do you find the Holy Grail?" Mr. 
Wimmiler inquired, now intrigued. 


"We’ve found interesting deposits in Patagonia, 
Mongolia, many places, and right now, here," 
said Dr. W. Gerhard, gesturing around him. 


"Then you don’t need to go any further," 
concluded Mr. Wimmler, visibly interested. 
"You don’t need financing, you’re almost there. 
It won't cost anything. However, Id prefer if you 
prioritised Vivienne’s treatment.” 


notes from my junkie girlfriend's diary 


A Lighter's Flame in the Darkness 


I am an Archon, trapped in a powerful vice, 
enslaved by fate but never broken. 

Alone in this world, until the day my pimp 
arrived. Born to sin, the sin of fornication. 

A soulless soul once diagnosed me with "Partial 
Androgen Insensitivity Syndrome," but, despite 
it all, decided to leave me as I am, untouched, 
wholly uncut. 


That night, as I stood on a forgotten street 
corner, the city's shadows felt more oppressive 
than ever. The neon lights flickered like dying 
stars, and I, just a woman made of fragments, lit 
a cigarette with the only thing I could trust—my 
lighter. The flame danced in the wind, small but 
steady, a reflection of the fire that had always 
burned within me. 


The world had cast its judgement, labelled me an 
anomaly, cursed by biology, and bound by the 
expectations of society. I had lived in the dark 
for so long that the warmth of the flame felt like 
a fleeting reprieve. But I wasn’t defeated. No, 
not yet. 


My pimp, or as I’d like to think of him, my 
saviour, appeared one night, a man of few words 
but many secrets. He didn’t come to save me, not 
from the darkness nor from myself. He came to 
witness the survival of a creature who was 
meant to crumble but stood tall, even in the filth 
of the streets. He told me stories, strange and 
distant, of worlds beyond the flesh, of spirits and 
power, of flames that never die. 


I believed him. Because I had to. 


This was my reality—neither fully understood 
nor truly accepted. Yet here I was, breathing, 
surviving, and pushing forward. The streets 
were my kingdom, the night my companion, and 
this lighter, this small, flickering flame, my only 
constant reminder that I could never be entirely 
consumed by the darkness. 


And so, I walk. Through every alley, every 
shadow, as the flames of destiny refuse to be 
extinguished. 


SS 
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It Was Like a Nuclear Bomb 


The night he stormed into my life, it was as if a 
nuclear bomb had exploded in the very room. 
He was my moreno—dark-skinned and wild, a 
tempest in human form. A Mexican like no other, 
a man who took the stage of my existence and 
shattered every fragile wall I had built around 
myself. His arrival was nothing less than an 
explosion. 


No one, least of all me, had ever seen sucha 
union—the raw beauty of words entwined with 
the art of getting high, not just to forget but to 
feel. To feel everything in its most primal, carnal 
form. He taught me that the high was not an 
escape but a doorway, a way to delve deeper into 
the body, into pleasure, into pain. 


This love of ours—it was a curse, a yoke that 
weighed down my very soul, but I wore it 
willingly. It was a creation of pure evil, a fatal 
blessing wrapped in lust and sin. The love we 
shared, if one could call it love, wasn’t tender or 
sweet. It was raw, and it was relentless. It 
devoured me from the inside out until I fell, 
tainted by the filth we revelled in. 


In the end, the mud, the filth—it didn’t matter. 
We had turned it into our playground. Pleasure 
was the only thing that remained, and the games 
we played were endless. It was a dance between 
pleasure and pain, a relentless cycle where the 
end was always the same—absolute exhaustion, 
collapse, a momentary oblivion. 


Rodrigo, my lover, was a force. His lungs heaved 
as he pushed himself to the edge, trying to 
outrun the sound itself, just like all the other 
addicts who clung to their pipes, chasing that 
fleeting high. But Rodrigo... he wasn’t like the 
rest. What he truly sought wasn’t the blinding 
rush, the momentary escape from reality. No, 
what he longed for was something else. 


He wanted an eternal slowing down, an escape 
not through speed, but through stillness—a 
deceleration that could freeze time and trap him 
in that blissful oblivion forever. But there is no 
stillness in a love like this. There is only chaos, 
and within that chaos, I found him. 


Or perhaps, it was he who found me. 


You Kill Me with Your Absence 


Your absence murders me, slowly, softly, but 
even in your absence, I find a strange comfort. 
You, the King of the Orgy, reign over my heart 
with a blessed tyranny. It’s a rule that consumes 
me piece by piece, yet I never fought it, never 
resisted. I always longed for your madness, the 
madness of the man I loved too deeply, too 
fiercely. 


But love—love is fickle, isn’t it? Ours was no 
exception. When the pleasure started to fade, 
when the fire dimmed and love grew distant, we 
turned to something else. We needed an escape, 
a way to feel again, to bridge the gap that was 
slowly growing between us. 


Cocaine. It crept into our lives, filling the cracks 
that love left behind. It became our solace, our 
only way of calming the raging storm inside. 
With every line, the world around us faded, and 
a new one appeared—one where the pain was 
dulled, and the pleasure was never-ending. 
Cocaine offered an illusion of relief, a world 
where everything sparkled, even if only fora 
moment. 


It was in that white dust that I sought peace, a 
refuge for my soul—my woman’s soul. The 
madness I once craved from you now existed in 
the high, in the fleeting moments when 
everything felt possible, when the world wasn’t 
so heavy. I wasn’t searching for love anymore; I 
was searching for an escape, a way to quiet the 
aching within. 


But even as I sought calm, I knew that this world, 
this shining, powdered illusion, was not real. It 
couldn’t last. Yet I clung to it, just as I had clung 
to you, hoping that somehow, somewhere, I 
might find peace—if not in love, then in the haze 
of the cocaine that illuminated another world 
for me, if only for a little while. 


My Year of Rest and Relaxation: A Tale of 
Escapism 


Vivienne sat across from me, her eyes distant yet 
intense, as if her thoughts were being spun in 
some hidden dimension. 


"It's my year of rest and relaxation," she said 
with a voice that danced between indifference 
and a silent scream. "It ascends when we talk 
about these silent addictions, the ones that pull 
us away from our own existence." 


I inhaled deeply from the pipe, feeling the 
warmth of the smoke curling in my chest. "It 
takes a lot of work to stay healthy these days," I 
declared, letting out a long, slow breath that 
swirled like a dragon's exhalation. "There’s not 
much peace anymore, and that’s why creating an 
aura of security in your own world is so 
important." 


Vivienne tilted her head slightly, considering my 
words before replying. "If that security remains 
out of reach, I can understand turning to 
prescription drugs or drinking alcohol instead 
of water." 


"It's not just about consumption," I countered. 
"It's passion, repressed, inhibited, twisted with 
guilt. The guilt of someone who drinks, turning 
morality into a desperate exercise in Catholic 
salvation." 


Vivienne’s lips curled into a faint, wry smile. 
"We need to have sex to stay mentally healthy," 
she remarked. Her words struck with a rawness 
that felt like a confession. "Before you came 
along, I was furious with the world. It lacked 
that hurricane of literary intelligence that could 
feed my libido, that could overwhelm me, make 
me feel secure.“ 


I glanced at her, seeing the weight of her words 
etched into her face. "I'm glad you're writing all 
this down in your diary," I said softly. "It reveals 
something about the human tendency for 
masochism, for wanting to be sad, to relish in 
the sorrow.“ 


"It's entertaining," she said with a glint in her 
eye, drawing a sharp breath after inhaling 
cocaine. "Cathartic.“ 


I rolled a joint, watching the leaves twist 
together as if they were preparing for some 
ceremonial act. Pouring the cognac, I felt the 
liquid slosh like liquid gold in the glass. "I think 
it's time to hit the jacuzzi," I suggested, my voice 
heavy with anticipation. "I'll bathe you before 
the sun rises.“ 


And in that moment, there was nothing left but 
the steady rhythm of our breathing, the hum of 
indulgence, and the weight of a world too far 
gone to care. 


abstinence dream log 


The Moon Terror 


It was a calm June night when the first signals 
arrived at the transmitters—faint, almost 
ghostly, picked up by wireless stations across 
America. At that moment, I was engaged in 
another kind of exploration, searching the 
deepest oceans for traces of life that still defied 
time. Since my youth, the mysteries of the 
ancient world had always called to me, and I 
often imagined those prehistoric giants that 
once roamed the Earth. In my mind, the beasts 
of the Mesozoic had never truly disappeared. 


Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard, a renowned astronomer 
and my dear friend, had no idea of the fate that 
awaited him. We were both on a fishing trip in 
the cold lands of Labrador, oblivious to the 
echoes the atmosphere had begun to transmit 
from outer space. When we later learned of the 
strange signals, not even Wolfgang, with all his 
vast knowledge of the stars, could have 
predicted what was coming. 


There was something in the depths of the Pacific, 
something beyond human understanding. For 
years, I had suspected that in the most remote 
corners of the oceans, creatures as immense as 
those from ancient times still lived, protected by 
the vast expanse of the sea. My expeditions had 
taken me to the farthest reaches of the Earth, 
and sometimes, I thought I could sense the 
presence of those hidden titans—monsters that 
could rival any dinosaur of the past. 


Yet the signals that arrived that night did not 
come from the sea, but from the sky. No one was 
prepared for the cataclysm that would follow. 
No one, except perhaps those of us who had long 
dreamed of the possibility that the terrors of the 
past still lingered, lurking, waiting for their 
moment to return and reclaim dominion over 
the Earth. 


And so began what I would later call "The Moon 
Terror." 


That night, the air felt different, as if the world 
itself was holding its breath, anticipating some 
great upheaval. Wolfgang was the first to sense 
it, though he kept his suspicions to himself. I 
noticed the change in him—he was quieter, more 
contemplative, his eyes frequently turning to the 
stars as if searching for an answer written in the 
heavens. 


Days passed, and the signals grew stronger, 
more persistent. What had begun as faint 
whispers now reverberated through the ether 
with an intensity that could not be ignored. 
Wolfgang spent his nights hunched over his 
instruments, deciphering the strange patterns, 
trying to make sense of the unearthly 
transmission. But there was something in his 
eyes, a fear I had never seen before. 


Then, one fateful night, the moon seemed to 
grow larger, brighter, its pale light casting an 
eerie glow over the landscape. Wolfgang was 
certain now. The signals were not random—they 
were a warning, a message from something far 
beyond our understanding. 


What followed can only be described as a 
nightmare made real. From the depths of space, 
a force beyond reckoning descended upon our 
world, reshaping the very fabric of reality. Those 
ancient terrors, the ones I had once imagined 
roaming the Earth, were nothing compared to 
the horrors that emerged from the shadows of 
the moon. 


A Discord in the Port of Santos 


Walter jumped off the 6nibus and, half-running, 
managed to reach the gangway of the Kaiser 
Karl der Grofse just as the boarding plank was 
being pulled away. With a smile and a friendly 
nod to the sailors who had helped him across the 
gap, he breathed a sigh of relief, feeling safe 
aboard. Without wasting any time, he moved 
forward in search of a seat. The typical last- 
minute confusion reigned, with all the 
passengers debating the best spot to sit, and the 
chances of finding any seat were diminishing 
rapidly. 


Walter frowned, deepening his already thick red 
eyebrows, as he noticed that most passengers 
shared his aversion to the sunny side of the ship. 
However, his sharp eyes caught sight of an 
empty seat toward the bow. He hurried over, 
beating a trembling little man who had also 
spotted it. Sitting down with a sigh of immense 
satisfaction, he jokingly suggested that the 
frozen man take the sunny side to thaw out. The 
man smiled and obeyed. 


Walter scanned the rest of the passengers 
quickly, but no one stood out, except for a burly 
man with a bull-like neck, dressed entirely in 
white, and sporting a white Panama hat. Despite 
having left the Penitentiary of Carandiru 
behind, Walter’s instincts never completely shut 
off. He unconsciously noticed that the man with 
the thick neck had dangerously high blood 
pressure and that two of the Deutschargentinier 
were clearly suffering from hangovers. 


It was his first day off in three years, and he was 
savouring every moment of it. He had promised 
to meet Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard and his great- 
great-grandfather Adagny for a three-day fishing 
trip along the coast. Yet, it hadn’t been easy to 
escape. Although Walter, an experienced cafiolo, 
was firmly established in Vila Mimosa, where he 
had built a solid financial and social success, the 
ghosts of his daily life always seemed to follow 
him. 


Dr. Wolfgang Gerhard and great-great- 
grandfather Adagny were wealthy socialites with 
more money than sense, mostly spending their 
time at the Porto Alegre Country Club, where 
they lived a leisurely life of golf and fishing. 
Walter, however, was seeking something more 
from this trip. He hoped that this voyage would 
offer the respite he so desperately needed, 
allowing him to distance himself, even if just for 
a few days, from the burden of the lives he 
constantly held in his hands. 


As the ship moved forward, Walter remembered 
that by sunset, they would pass near the 
legendary Skull Moon. 


A dark shadow spread over the land, 
extinguishing the glow of twilight, the red flame 
of the sunset fading away. For the man trudging 
up the jungle path, the figure of the moon 
loomed like a symbol of death and horror, a 
brooding and terrible menace, like the shadow 
of a silent killer cast on a candle-lit wall. 


Despite its ominous appearance, it was merely 
the shadow of the hill that preceded the 
mountains, his destination. Walter paused for a 
moment at the foot of the hill, staring upward 
where it loomed black and foreboding. 


Weighed down by his thoughts and travels, he 
felt a growing unease. These hills were not just 
simple land formations but barriers to the 
unknown, to an uncertain fate that called out to 
him. With each step he took toward his goal, the 
shadow seemed to stretch, enveloping him with 
a sense of impending doom. 


He knew this journey would take him beyond the 
physical, into the darkest recesses of his own 
mind and soul. According to the stories he had 
heard, the Skull Moon was a place where nature 
itself conspired against men, where the shadows 
were not just shadows but echoes of ancient 
terrors, horrors forgotten by time. 


He took a deep breath, feeling the thick, humid 
air of the jungle, and began to climb the hill. 
There was no turning back. 
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A Strange Night on the Balcony 


Throughout the evening, I noticed how his eyes 
involuntarily lingered on me. He’d convinced me 
to join him on a dimly lit balcony for some fresh 
air, or so he’d said. I must admit, I was flattered 
by his attention, and rewarded him with a 
dazzling smile. I overheard him asking a woman 
about the splendid "Samding Dorje Phagmo," 
and she, visibly annoyed, snapped back, 
"Samding Dorje Phagmo," she retorted, losing 
patience with him. "She’s an arrogant piece of 
work." 


His attitude was entirely inappropriate, 
especially from someone of his social standing. 
With audacious familiarity, he attempted to slip 
his arm around my waist as he murmured, "I 
know, darling, it’s presumptuous, considering 
we barely know each other, but..." 


That's as far as he got. Even in the dim light, I 
could see his eyes widen, and his face contort 
into an expression of indescribable terror. His 
knees buckled, and he collapsed, whispering, 
"My heart..." 


Naturally, I screamed. We weren’t alone for long, 
as the commotion drew the attention of 
everyone present. He managed, somehow, to 
introduce himself formally to me. It was easy; 
we had mutual acquaintances. We didn’t dance. 
We sat, and he talked. He was a brilliant 
conversationalist, and that night he surpassed 
himself in every way. Internally, I smiled. It was 
so obvious. 


Later, he became the center of attention, but not 
in the way he’d imagined. As he collapsed, 
everything he’d built up in his image that night 
crumbled with him. 


As I straightened his hands, I noticed with 
growing apprehension that my friend’s normally 
youthful face was somewhat thin and haggard. 
His broad shoulders slumped as if bearing a 
heavy burden. He rubbed a greasy hand over his 
voluminous lab coat, then tried in vain to brush 
his long brown hair out of his eyes. Meanwhile, I 
surveyed his six-foot-plus frame with silent 
disapproval. 


“Oh, I suppose I do look a bit of a mess,” he 
stated, noticing the expression on my face. “But 
how can I eat or sleep when I’m on the verge of 
discovering something truly great? Listen, my 
friend...” 


“Wait! Let’s eat something first, then you can 
rest,” I interrupted. I knew that when he started 
talking to me like that, he was about to explain 
something important. But I wanted him to eat 
first. I was worried about how pale and fatigued 
he looked. 


“Alright,” he agreed. “I am a bit hungry. I 
haven’t eaten since yesterday.” 


While he relaxed in the only comfortable 
armchair in the room, I set about preparing a 
quick meal. During dinner, I avoided any 
scientific topics, for fear that my friend would 
forget he was eating and start talking about his 
latest creation. After we’d eaten, as I cleared the 
table, Samding Dorje Phagmo began, 


“Tell me, what is time?” 
I laughed. 


“Well,” I replied, “I know it’s measured by 
clocks, but beyond that, I can’t exactly explain 
what it is.” 


“Neither can anyone else! Professors can use all 
sorts of fancy words, but when it comes to saying 
exactly what time is, they just mumble and say 
nothing. They can’t explain it because time, 
simply, doesn’t exist.” 


The Controls of Omega Centauri 


At the helm, beside me, the silent helmsman 
raised his hand briefly to point ahead through 
the transparent wall of the control room. 


“Omega Centauri at last,” he said, and I nodded. 
Together, in silence, we gazed forward. Before 
us, and all around, was the radiant white sun 
whose blazing violet light seemed to fill the skies 
ahead, the majestic star of Omega Centauri, the 
largest of all in the galaxy. 


Despite having visited it many times before, a 
sense of awe washed over me as I contemplated 
the grand panorama of interstellar space that 
unfolded before us. Familiar to our eyes, yet 
ever new, the vast chasm of deep black sky was 
densely sprinkled with countless glittering stars. 
The blood-red of Antares, the pale green of great 
Sirius, the golden light of Capella, all shone in 
the firmament around us like splendid jewels. 
But one light eclipsed them all: the titanic and 
dazzling white sun that lay directly ahead. Our 
ship moved toward it with metallic flashes. Its 
colossal, fiery mass, I knew, was far greater than 
our entire solar system, millions of times larger 
than our familiar little sun. It was, without 
doubt, the most glorious of all the stars in the 
galaxy's vast swarm. 


It seemed fitting that in the Council of the 
*Phanerothyme Synthetic Solutions 
Corporation”, of which I myself was a member, 
representing our own legislative body formed by 
members from every inhabited star, this awe- 
inspiring interstellar view bore witness to our 
deliberations. The power and majesty of this 
colossal star perfectly symbolised the magnitude 
of the task we carried out: governing the 
destinies of countless star systems. "Cetura" had 
configured the spacecraft's programme, and 
once "Master Kreuz" had merged with an 
artificial intelligence, the full potential of the 
ship was unlocked, proving that the "SHEM HA- 
MEFORASH quantum network" needed only the 
ether in space to function. 


I then recalled the words of *Master Kreuz*, who 
once said that an artist who seeks the 
admiration of the crowds focuses on vivid 
colours and striking effects, aiming more to 
capture the imagination with bold concepts than 
to satisfy judgment through faithful 
representations of nature. Likewise, the writer 
who seeks to speak to the heart, with a moral 
purpose, must follow the path of truth and not 
merely astonish without leaving a lasting 
impression. A writer does not just create stories; 
they also write vast programming languages. 


This thought accompanied me as we continued 
our journey toward Omega Centauri, aware of 
our responsibility, the vastness of the universe, 
and our small place within it. And even though 
"Cetura" is a *hominid form of silicon interfaced 
with human heart, spirit, and soul*, she has 
enough capacity to feel pride in her creator and 
to respect my grief. My beloved Rodrigo is 
*Master Kreuz”*, and the greatest fruit of our 
love is our little Cetura, who is now ready to 
transmute and self-replicate. 


“The most sublime art lies in discovering 
the extraordinary in the everyday.” 
—Master Kreuz, 11th January 2015, of the 
Old Human Order. 
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Mexico City International Airport - 
Mexico City - at sunset 


Festive decorations celebrating Mexico’s 
national holidays adorn every surface 
imaginable—lamp posts, fences, walls, and 
gates—wherever this vibrant country can hang 
something. Gazing east, beyond a ghastly 
parking lot, stands a hill crowned with an 
enormous and hideous antenna. The orange grid 
of Mexico City spreads like a hellish cauldron, 
making the night strangely captivating. 
Suddenly, airline maintenance workers look up 
to catch sight of the enormous belly of a landing 
Boeing 747. 

—The noise is deafening, but it's softened with a 
good shot of tequila. 


Interior of a Boeing 747 — Passengers — at the 
same time 


That familiar moment just after landing, when 
you release a sigh of relief that you made it in 
one piece, despite having spent a sleepless 
month indulging in the pleasures of Ibiza and its 
drug-fuelled delights. As the plane slowly taxis 
towards the jetway that connects to the aircraft’s 
door, the passengers stir, gathering their 
personal belongings. 


Vivienne Wimmler 


In her twenties, tall, slender, with sharp 
Teutonic features, and exhausted from the long 
hours of sitting. She thought sitting by the 
window might offer a chance to spot the assassin 
who could finally end her existence. Her relief 
upon landing is subtle, but her seatmate notices. 

Suddenly, she hears a beautiful, older woman, 
elegant and bearing an uncanny resemblance to 
Grace Kelly: 

“You enjoy flying, don’t you? But you don’t quite 
know how to come down from the high. Have 
you tried benzodiazepines?” she asks, opening 
her small mouth. “Luckily, ve got one left in my 
purse.” 


Vivienne Wimmler turns, looking at the woman 
sitting next to her. Surprised, she tenses and 
grips the armrests in exaggerated fear, while 
closing her eyes and opening her mouth. 


Vivienne Wimmler 
“Thank you, where did you get that idea? You've 
saved me.” 


Elegant Older Woman 

(Smiling) 

“Do you want to know the secret to successful air 
travel? Once you reach your destination, you 
find yourself a psychiatrist, tell him about all the 
illegal chemicals you’ve been using, and he’ll 
give you something tailored to your addiction.” 


Vivienne Wimmler 
“Legal drugs?” 


Elegant Older Woman 

“It might not be easy at first... I mean, like this... 
to smooth out that tension from switching 
substances. You also need to find someone who 
can connect with your pain, but above all, with 
your loneliness.” 

(The flight attendant announces it’s time to 
disembark) 

“It’s better to start with a cup of freshly brewed 
coffee and a hot shower before beginning the 
ritual of your personal journey. I know it sounds 
crazy. But trust me, if you arrived here on 
impulse and didn’t plan this trip, it’s because 
yow’ll find your co-pilot here. You boarded the 
plane with just your passport and phone, 
wearing nice clothes but looking unkempt. Be 
careful. In Mexico City, there are many 
psychopaths. One might even kill you slowly... 
You might even fall in love with him.” 


Once, as I wandered aimlessly down the 
corridor, alone and lost, I felt the urge to 
continue my odyssey of seeking death. No one 
knows me here. I have no friends, only 
employees. Yet I must decide which of the 
properties we own in Mexico will be my next 
destination. I detest taking drugs alone in hotels. 
I need to recall which part of this cesspool of 
savages can offer me quality drugs. 


And as if that weren't enough, the talent of a 
misfit like me lies in freeing the mind through 
prose. An unmistakable voice echoed in my head, 
reciting: 


"Oh, foolish night! Oh, darkness as refreshing as 
whiskey! You are to me the herald of an internal 
LSD celebration, the release from the torment of 
being alive!" 


How I wish I could meet another mad soul like 
Baudelaire, someone who would write me 
poems and stories as we soared together to the 
climax, sitting upon my throne in the palace of 
the night, celebrating the decay of this cursed 
society. A society that brings with it the twilight, 
that space of near-total freedom where I could 
build a private poetic empire. Perhaps we could 
even found the University of Drugged Literature, 
a place where the paths of romantic authors are 
followed, where the figure of the writer, devoted 
to alcohol and other drugs, is elevated—where 
literature is born from the power of the 
substances that fuel it. 


And then, a stallion would come to father this 
tradition. Yet he will always remain the Parisian 
with the sorrowful gaze, whose importance is 
summarised by psychiatrists and judges: ‘I don’t 
want to be a poet because I am a plutocrat; what 
I desire is to kill my family with a pen.’ 


"I'm a ghost among ghosts, a zombie wandering 
among men who've lost their humanity. I've 
reached the end of the hall and see a white and 
yellow sign that reads: 


TERMINAL AEREA 


I decide to go in; the name is seductive for those 
who enjoy drug-fueled literature. It's a genre as 
vast as the addiction itself. Anyone can write 
tripe while high, there's no structure in the 
narrative, it's a style for weak, simplistic minds, 
and for cowardly readers who wouldn't dare 
plunge into the abyss. It's fiction, and fora 
stupid society, fiction and laughter are the only 
escape. 


I jump the turnstile, and find myself in what 
seems to be the city's underground. I see kids 
sniffing solvents and gay couples kissing at the 
end of the hallway. Since I don't know where I 
am, it doesn't matter where I'm going. So, when 
the orange train makes its mystical appearance, 
I decide to board like a pirate. The almost empty 
spaces, like my soul, offer some comfort. More 
kids come in, sniffing and rolling their thin, 
tattooed bodies over broken glass bottles. I ask 
them where I can buy cocaine, and they suggest 
"Metro Consulado' or 'Metro Misterios'. One of 
them says he'll let me fuck him if I give hima 
"piedra" -solid form of cocaine-. He thought I 
was a transvestite, apologized, and explained 
how to get to either place. I choose the second 
option because it's a block away from a betting 
shop, so I can get high in the bathroom and lose 
some money." 


Among addicts there is that parallelism between 
addict and ghost that has already been 
anticipated by those who have reached part of 
the text. My footsteps slide, tied to that 
sensation that my blood chemistry is searching 
for a syringe with a long thread of blood and 
death..... I'm forgetting sex and all precise bodily 
pleasures, I'm a drugged ghost, without grey 
matter. I'm attracted to Hispanic guys, I must 
confess I would have liked to mess with those 
guys who you can see have spent half their lives 
in jail, three against one, maybe they have AIDS 
and they'll infect me, so I'll be the shame for my 
father. But they came out GAY, I was mistaken 
for a transvestite because of my height and 
Teutonic features, .... But maybe I can use it as a 
disguise for the invisible man. It's funny this 
lack of interest in sex, but I think the experience 
of being raped by my father at the age of eight 
traumatized me a lot, his penis was like a pencil 
that you can't sharpen anymore. And my half- 
brother Walter had a huge penis, so huge that it 
took almost an hour to become erect, which gave 
me enough time to escape when I was eleven. As 
time went by, my addiction is the same one that 
leads me to reject sex and prefer, in the face of it, 
a good dose. The pleasures of the flesh have 
never been my thing, and not every normal man 
or woman is so depraved as to live a life with the 
ease and naturalness of ‘Gaius Petronius’ telling 
‘The Satiricon’ -again- looking for a ghost to rape 
me while I inhale five grams of cocaine. 


I had purchased the most horrid substance. 
Within minutes, my nose began to bleed, and an 
unbearable wave of nausea hit me. A taxi 
approached. The driver didn’t fit the typical 
image of a Mexican: he was robust, fair-skinned, 

and quite handsome, with curly hair. His clothes, 
knock-offs of designer brands I’d long since 
found boring, gave me a flicker of trust at first. 
He said he knew a place with better product and 
offered me a bit of his own stash. It wasn’t too 
bad. 


I have no idea where he took me, but the sight of 
an altar to *Santa Muerte* at the entrance made 
me uneasy. I asked him to take me to the 
apartment in Colonia del Valle, where the 
women named Maria would be waiting to let me 
in and cater to my every whim. 


I didn’t care for the place at all—it was smack in 
the middle of the building. I snorted a few lines 
just to hold off the anxiety before we headed to 
the Polanco district. 


A new driver was at the wheel of the 2013 Jaguar 
XF, and I sat in the back, finishing off what I 
called my medicine for the soul. One of the 
women named Maria mentioned that her 
nephew sold good-quality product. In fact, for 
the quantity I wanted, he’d even deliver it 
straight to my door at any time I desired. 


I liked the penthouse. Even though it was night 
and I couldn’t see the hideous amount of 
sunlight that would stream in through the three 
open sides, I realised, with its two levels, it 
would be the perfect spot to enjoy my solitary 
life. 


One thing I’ve come to realise from travelling 
the world is the incredible epidemic brought on 
by the opioid crisis, in a society increasingly 
dependent on drugs, alcohol, and tranquillizers. 
I’m not sure if addicts are born or made. Maybe 
they’re born. In that case, could you sue the 
manufacturers of legal or illegal drugs? 


But perhaps, among these savages who feast on 
innards, I might find a cannibal who would 
devour me whole. 


Confessions of a Psychonaut Couple 


From a Trip, Somewhere in 2014 


Note #123 


**Vivienne**: Don’t let my frayed wires 
reconnect. 


**Rodrigo**: Fate is as thin as a line of cocaine. 


**Vivienne**: Talents exist to cross rivers and 
seas by foot. 


**Rodrigo**: But a thousand prophecies written 
by the prophet Samuel aren’t enough to be the 
incidental music to our madness. 


**Vivienne**: Marise Querlin is my teacher! 


**Rodrigo**: *Les Drogués* by Marise Querlin. I 
don’t know if there’s a Spanish edition. Have you 
read it? 


**Vivienne**: No, someone told me it’s about 
junkies like us. You’re the one who knows about 
crazy books. You’re my brilliant lunatic who 
reads like an erudite. 


**Rodrigo**: By saying you’re her pupil, it’s like 

claiming she taught you how to cook cocaine and 

turn it into crack. Were you trying to impress me, 
silly girl? 


**Vivienne**: Of course not! ’m high—that’s 
different. I don’t need to impress a leper like you, 
with your moralistic, brutal, conservative 
undertones. Stop hugging me, you damned 
conservative! 


**Rodrigo**: This is the embrace coloured by 
silence. 


**Vivienne**: The earth wrote with everything, 
that the whole is the colour of the earth. 


**Rodrigo**: The whole is like an island, an 
island as white as the body. 


**Vivienne**:; So, what are you waiting for to 
write from the afternoon? Go on, take your pen 
and dip it in the inkwell. 


**Rodrigo**: In the forest, a corpse arrived. Stiff, 
very stiff. Ink like that, or perhaps a little deeper? 


**Vivienne**: Write. It all begins with writing. 
Yes, like that. Dip it more, and don’t let me go. 


**Rodrigo**: But now, write with your lips, with 
your lips, write moans. Because notebooks get 
scribbled on the back too, and from the back, 
your inkwell will stain my pen. 


Note #456 


**Vivienne**:; Rodrigo, who will be the new poet 
or prophet of the Transhuman era? 


**Rodrigo**: I don’t know, Vivienne. Perhaps 
they’re writing their thesis on the translations of 
Nikolai Fyodorovich Fyodorov. 


**Vivienne**; At Yale, Princeton, or Berkeley? 


**Rodrigo**: I doubt it. Those places are filled 
with Milton Friedman fanatics. 


**Vivienne**: And who is this new prophet, just 
another pawn in a Savile Row suit? 


**Rodrigo**: ’'m not sure. Maybe. The only 
economists I know work as labourers, chained 
to a telephone extension. Just like me, but even 
more frustrated. 


**Vivienne**: Are they still hoping the liberator 
will emerge from the classrooms? 


**Rodrigo**: I think so. But thirst—it’s creeping 
into my mouth. 


**Vivienne**; Let me quench your thirst with 
prosecco kisses. 


**Rodrigo**: Yes, of course. 


**Vivienne**: Rodrigo, shall we play at poetry 
schools with this sparkling Venetian wine today? 


**Rodrigo**: Certainly, Vivienne. Certainly, 
amidst all this foolishness, one day I might 
decide to put it down on paper. 


Vivienne reclined languidly on the sofa, her 
voice low yet sharp, “This is my year of rest and 
relaxation,” she mused, “it mirrors the silent 
addictions that pull us away from our own 
existence.” 


Rodrigo, lighting his pipe, took a deep drag 
before responding, “It takes a lot of effort to stay 
sane these days.” He exhaled a thick cloud of 
smoke, the air around him thickening. “There’s 
not much peace left, which is why creating a 
sense of security in your own world is vital.” 


“Tf that’s unattainable,” Vivienne murmured, “I 
would understand turning to prescription drugs, 
or drinking alcohol instead of water.” 


Rodrigo raised an eyebrow, “It’s not just 
consumption. It’s repressed passion, guilt for 
indulging—an exercise in moral salvation 
through Catholic guilt.” 


“We need sex for mental health,” she continued, 
her eyes narrowing. “Before you arrived, I was 
furious with the world, because I lacked a storm 
of literary brilliance—a storm that could fill my 
desires, dominate me, make me feel secure.” 


“I’m glad you’re jotting this all down in your 
diary,” Rodrigo smirked. “Revealing how 
humans lean toward masochism, craving 
sadness.” 


Vivienne inhaled deeply, her eyes half-closed. 
“It’s entertaining, cathartic.” 


Rodrigo rolled a joint, while pouring the cognac. 


“Let’s get in the jacuzzi before dawn breaks. Ill 
bathe you.” 


The dawn air was fresh, crisp against the 
skin. 


Vivienne sat up slightly, sighing, “The repetition 
of this film is starting to relax me. That blessed 
peace... it'll be good to take a break for a few 
days from ‘Ximena, the Craziest of Crazies.” 


Rodrigo glanced at his phone, an amused smile 
tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Just so you 
know, Ximena's been calling and hanging up.” 


“Must be that damn job of hers,” Vivienne said 
with a smirk. “Her giant, delicious breasts are 
probably pressing the call and hang-up button 
by accident.” 


Rodrigo chuckled, “I'm glad you two are getting 
along. You finally have a friend.” 


Vivienne stretched out luxuriously, “And who 
could be happier than you? Imagine, having two 
girlfriends at the same time—one cisgender, the 
other transgender. All you need now is a fembot 
to start your own cult.” 


Rodrigo’s eyes narrowed thoughtfully. “It was a 
surprise when you two met without my 
introduction. By the way, you never told me how 
you met her.” 


“Buying medicine at Lecumberri,” Vivienne 
replied nonchalantly. “Our medicine.” 


“Then we should call her,” Rodrigo suggested. 


“Not yet,” Vivienne said, shaking her head. “Let 
her call me first.” 


Rodrigo nodded, lighting a cigarette. “She loves 
spending time with you. In fact, she spends 
more time with you than with me. So, I don’t get 
why you say she’s my girlfriend when you kiss 
her more than I do.” 


Vivienne laughed softly, “Of course. She has so 
much to tell me about you. And besides, she 
teaches me how to kiss... how to move my body 
just the way you like it, you dear pimp.” 


Rodrigo gave a wry smile, “Hate to break it to 
you, but Oaxaca and Ray the Rat know more 
about me than she does.” 


Vivienne waved a hand dismissively. “Oaxaca’s a 
boy, and Ray the Rat... I have no idea what he is 
or what he’s trying to be.” 


Rodrigo leaned back, his expression distant. “I 
think P’Il have to write a diary for you to know 
my whole life. I’ve got no secrets.” 


“Is this to freak out the crew?” Vivienne teased. 
“T can already picture it—a thick, massive text.” 


“Why would it be?” Rodrigo asked, exhaling 
slowly. “I’m alone. The souls I’ve sent to heaven 
with my sharp words have abandoned me.” 


Vivienne tilted her head, eyes flashing 
mischievously. “Because you mistreat all of us. 
That’s why we flee like thieves from a freshly 
robbed jewellery store. You’re too fat and 
clumsy to catch us, but you pull out your fully 
erect cock, and one of us runs back for the 
punishment. Oh, such a sweet punishment.” 


Rodrigo perked up suddenly, “I think I hear 
Ximena pulling up in a car.” 


“You’re wrong,” Vivienne smirked. “She’s 
arriving in a Trolebts.” 


Rodrigo snorted, “It’s got wheels. If it’s got 
wheels, it’s a car, you little nutter.” 


“No,” Vivienne corrected, her voice taking ona 
mocking tone, “you don’t get it. You’re high, and 
the lack of alcohol is making you believe that a 
bus with antennas is a car. But don’t worry, 
when she gets off, I’ll take a picture to shut you 
up.” 


Rodrigo grinned, stretching lazily. “I’m going to 
meet her at the stop. I’m hungry now. I want one 
of those Tortas from the puesto at General 
Mariano Escobedo and Horacio. That vendor is 
the best—sells good stuff, like that watch you 
bought me.” 


“No, don’t go,” Vivienne said, narrowing her 
eyes. “I don’t want to see you talking to anyone. 
Order them by phone. And by the way, it cost me 
more to have the straps and the engraved 
backplate replaced. They looked at me like I was 
some kind of thief, but when Ximena walked in, 
everything got sorted out. It’s obvious those two 
pervy old men wanted to screw her.” 


“And what about the other crazies?” Rodrigo 
asked, chuckling. 


“Inna’s being taken by Patsy to another spot,” 
Vivienne replied. “That’s why no one’s come by. 
They’re all scheming. But that’s fine... as long as 
they tattoo me and loosen me up. Oaxaca and 
Ray el rata didn’t even say where they were 
going.” 


Rodrigo sat up, looking more intrigued. “No way! 
Seriously, they left without saying anything? I 
bet they like each other. Oaxaca’s going to rape 
him, and he’ll pay her to do it again and again.” 


Vivienne laughed, shaking her head. “I need to 
talk to someone as disturbed as me. I’Il call 
Ximena. Want a soda too?” 


Rodrigo nodded, “Yeah, that’s fine.” 


Vivienne stood up and glanced at the window, 
“She’s at the stop.” 


Rodrigo exhaled, “So... how long should I wait 
for you both?” 


“T don’t know,” Vivienne replied with a shrug. 
“Get some sleep. I’ll go meet her. There are 
things only women can discuss. Men are too 
stupid to understand the need to preserve life, 
let alone reproduce it.” 


Rodrigo stretched out on the couch, 
contentment flooding his features. “Turn off the 
light when you leave. I'll finally get some sleep.” 


**The Egregor's Embrace** 


Vivienne sat on a worn-out chair in the dim light 
of the smoky room, her gaze lost somewhere 
between the swirling shadows. "When I arrived 
in Mexico, I had no idea where Ximena sourced 
her drugs: cocaine, alcohol, a veritable sample 
of pills and powders of every kind." 


Rodrigo leaned back, his brow furrowed. "It's a 
dying town. That makes it easier for an Egregor 
to seize power, or perhaps the Antichrist." 


Vivienne's voice trembled slightly. "Ximena is 
burned out, scorched by the wings of an Archon 
half a century older than she is." 


Rodrigo regarded her thoughtfully. "She sees 
that as a positive, in a twisted sort of way—it's 
just another pit of clichés wrapped in the 
redemption of guilt. She enjoys telling stories 
born from confusion or illness. I like to listen to 
her recount tales of struggles and people who 
survive by overcoming them." 


Vivienne nodded. "Ximena had no choice but to 
educate herself, reading whatever she could find. 
She rejects, in various ways, the role society has 
allocated her." 


Rodrigo sighed. "She is perfectly capable of 
writing from her own experiences to critique 
aspects of society, to vent her feelings about 
death." 


"Yes," Vivienne said, her voice lowering. "And it 
is, among other things, wicked and distressing. 
That wickedness justifies us; it also protects us." 


Rodrigo's eyes darkened. "The madness that evil 
affirms our existence on this earth, because evil 
is a privilege. Literature arises from that 
privilege, from the pulse between the good and 
the malevolent, born of imbalance and nurtured 
by concern." 


Vivienne pressed on, her words spilling forth. 
"It reflects the relentless and often criminal 
demands of savage capitalism. From the spread 
of opium in the nineteenth century to the 
ludicrous rise of cocaine, alcoholics, anxiolytics, 
and now this new era of ecstasy pills, MDMA, 
tusi, poppers, and the novel ways we interact 
with them, like chemsex. You, Ximena, and I 
should open a university for this." 


Rodrigo chuckled darkly. "Humanity has spent 
centuries searching for another reality, for a 
diversion to temporarily suspend our 
circumstances or sorrows, to cease being, if only 
for a moment, what we are unsure we are or can 
become.“ 


**The Dream of Paper and Silence** 


Today, I had a horrifying dream. I dreamt they 
found Rodrigo dead, surrounded by papers— 
thousands of them, all written in his own hand. 
He was sitting in a wheelchair, his legs gone, his 
body slumped forward as if the weight of his 
thoughts had crushed him long before his heart 
had stopped. 


The room was eerie in its stillness, with only the 
faint shuffle of the paper's edges stirred by a 
subtle breeze. Scattered near his lifeless form 
were several bottles of pills, analgesics meant to 
dull a pain that had clearly overwhelmed him. 


On his desk, two bottles of mineral water stood 
uncapped, abandoned in the midst of a final, 
unfinished effort. The papers—his last 
connection to the world—fluttered softly in the 
dim light, their ink still fresh, telling the story of 
a mind unravelled, a soul desperate for escape. 


Rodrigo had poured everything he had into 
those pages, but in the end, it was as though the 
words themselves had betrayed him. The silence 
that filled the room was suffocating, thick with 
the absence of the man who had once lived so 
vividly in the margins of his stories. 


I woke with a start, the image of him still burned 
into my mind—broken, defeated, yet somehow, 
hauntingly at peace amidst his scattered work. 
The dream lingered, its cold grip reminding me 
that even the strongest of us sometimes 
succumb to the weight of our own creations. 


**The Addict's Reverie** 


*How I wish I could live for 333 years. I would 
have travelled to China, smoked opium, and 
married a Mandarin. I would have sailed a junk 
down the Silk Road, injecting morphine, 
smoking marijuana... But alas, I’m trapped in 
the era of MDMA, thalidomide, lorazepam, and 
the classic companions—alcohol and tobacco. I 
am the living embodiment of a journey that 
traverses both heaven and hell, a daily 
intoxicated existence that mirrors the literature 
of drugs and their inevitable consequences.* 


*"Ts the tray ready, Rodrigo?"* she teased, her 
voice laced with intoxicated bravado. *"I want 
your clean cock to kiss it!"* Her laughter, manic 
and unashamed, filled the room. 


I stood there, uncertain whether to be drawn 
into the surreal theatre she performed or to 
retreat into sobriety. She had always been this 
way, unapologetically free, as if her life itself 
was a banquet of indulgence, and I—merely a 
spectator at her extravagant feast. 


*"Let me warn you, this is just the introduction 
to the crazy world of addicts,"* she continued, 
voice lilting with dark humour. *"We believe 
there's enough for everyone. We're utterly 
convinced that peyote and mushrooms are the 
perfect companions to caviar and champagne 
every morning!"* 


Vivienne, with her wild eyes and her dreams 
steeped in narcotic fantasy, was both 
intoxicating and terrifying. She was a woman 
living on the precipice, her mind always ina 
state of heightened euphoria or numb descent. 
Yet, beneath the madness, there was a poignant 
truth to her words—a reflection of a world lost 
between desire and destruction. She embodied 
the chaos, the rebellion against the mundanity 
of existence, always seeking that next high, that 
next moment of bliss. 


She was the poetess of addiction, and in her 
company, I had to ask myself—where does the 
line blur between life’s pleasures and its 
inevitable ruin? 


**The Dream Address** 


"Rodrigo, give me some paper and a pen! I need 
to write down an address I dreamed about!" 
Vivienne’s voice echoed through the quiet room, 
a mixture of excitement and urgency. 


"Here you go," I handed her the paper and a pen, 
my curiosity piqued. 


She scribbled down quickly, as if afraid the 
dream might slip from her memory. 


"666 Great Queen Street, Holborn, 
London, WC2B 5BxX, UK... GV8H+8VQ, 
London." She paused, staring at the 
strange address as if it held some cryptic 
secret. 


"Where is that?" I asked, my mind tracing the 
familiar streets of London. 


"It's close to Freemasons' Hall," she replied, her 
eyes glinting with a peculiar fascination. 


"What an interesting number... 666," I mused, a 
smile creeping onto my face, though I wasn’t 
sure why. 


"I know the place well. I've walked through that 
street before," she continued, her voice 
dropping to a lower, more thoughtful tone. "But 
the strange thing is, the last number on Great 
Queen Street is 60. This address doesn’t make 
any sense.“ 


"Dreams never make sense, Vivienne. Maybe 
one day I'll set up my studio there," I said, half- 
joking, half-enthralled by the absurdity of it all. 


*Vivienne looked up from the paper, her 
expression softened by a sense of 
inevitability, as though the dream might 
hold more truth than either of us could 
understand. The address she had written 
seemed to linger in the air, floating 
between the realms of reality and 
something far stranger. 
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whether through 
prose, poetry, or 
other forms of 
written 
expression. His 
bibliophilic 
background 
informs his 
writing, imbuing his stories with rich, 
layered storytelling and a profound 
understanding of literary techniques. 
This aspect of his identity highlights his 
ability to convey complex ideas and 
emotions through the written word. 
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Transhumanist: Embracing | 
transhumanism, Granda is an advocate © 


for the enhancement of human 
capabilities through advanced 
technology. This forward-thinking 
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philosophy likely influences his artistic | __ 


and literary work, as he explores themes 


related to human evolution, the | 


integration of technology with the 
human body, and the ethical 
considerations of such advancements. 
As a transhumanist, he is interested in 
the potential for technology to not only 
improve human life but also to 
fundamentally transform it. 
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_ fusion of intellectual curiosity, artistic 
creativity, and visionary thinking. His 
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or philosophical exploration, reflects a 
dynamic and multifaceted approach to 
understanding and shaping the future. 
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understanding amidst the chats, the ebb 
and flow of life threading through their == 
dark reflections. [hey were artists of 
survival, sculptors of narratives carved 
from the very depths of despair, where 

the light flickered just enough to see the 
shadows. 


Confessions of a Psychonaut Couple 


From a Trip, Somewhere in 2014 


\ 


Phanerothyme Media Group Inc. | © 2014-2024 


